THE   SIGHTS                  l8l
narrow path leads off the road and ends on the lip
of what at first appears to be the crater of an
extinct volcano* Almost circular, and hundreds of
feet across, the sides fall sheer to an irregular bed
two hundred and more feet deep, which is covered
with trees and shrubs*
Zammit, who took me to this place, asked
me what I thought it was, and for the life of
me I could not guess, although the answer was
simple enough* There had once been a vast
cave here whose roof had fallen in during an
earthquake or a tremor* But it must have been
the father and mother of all caves of the single
variety*
Beyond this spot a rough road leads very
steeply down towards the cliffs, to a tiny fishing"
village which lines the edge of a long and narrow
creek* Drawn up on the slipway, and floating on
the clear, deep blue water, are many gaily painted
fishing-boats, which resemble highly-coloured
drakes in their colours of vivid green, red, yellow,
and blue*
It is from here that you take a boat when on a
visit to the Blue Grotto* I did this once, but did
not feel at all safe, for the boat was small and the
sea at this point can rise up very quickly, with dire
and awful results* The Grotto is a long sea-cave
into which the boat is taken, and when looking